280	THE EMPTY QUARTER
HadK bushes showed that we were marching on the frontier
line between it and the Khillat, in which for the most part we
remained till the very end of the day's long march. A line of
green Andab grass announced our re-entry into regions which
had had rain during the last year or two. The undulating
plain gave way shortly to the typical long parallel dune-
ranges of the Sawahib formation, which extends unbroken
from here, as they declared, to distant Muqshin in the south-
eastern sands. We ploughed steadily on over the eternal
switchback of ridges and valleys, slanting across the latter
and following the former until we found suitable spots at
which to cross them. The wind had sprung up from the
south-west, pleasant enough at first though growing warmer
rapidly, and I noticed that the sand trails in the lea of the
desert bushes now pointed to the north or north-west—auto-
matic recorders of the prevailing winds of a district over a
period of days.
At 10.30, having marched five hours since our last refresh-
ment, we halted for coffee—and they had made also a substi-
tute tea of cardamum and sugar. So far this day we had had
nothing whatever to eat except a few raw onions, but we had
not far to go as it proved for our next meal. Starting off over
an upland of high rolling downs and ridges, we continued over
a regular switchback of gentle undulations until, towards 1
p.m., we crossed a steepish ridge to find the hollow below us
occupied by our advance-party in camp. The last part of the
march had been blazing hot and we rejoiced at a sight which
was also somewhat disconcerting. Again a number of the
camels were sheltering against the sun under canvas and our
own animals, as we came up, made a wild dash for the same
cover, trying to enter the tents—rider and all. We had much
ado to couch them in the open to off-saddle, and I had to
share my tent with three camels and some of my men.
However 2aid was already well on with his preparations for a
meal, and in due course we composed ourselves for an after-
noon siesta after a substantial and satisfying dinner of plain
rice. The camels looked unutterably miserable and were
indeed utterly exhausted, though happily unconscious of the
supreme effort which they would shortly be called upon to

